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the world-renowned author ignoring his literary
fame, unobservant of the strange city whose streets
he was treading for the first time, and engaged
only with " thoughts that wander through eternity."
All I saw of him left upon me the feeling that I
was in contact with a powerfully earnest and rev-
erent spirit. His heart seemed overcharged with
interest in the welfare, physical, moral, and spirit-
ual, of his race, I was conscious in his presence of
the bracing atmosphere of a noble nature. He
seemed to me one of the manliest of men. I for-
bear to speak of the high estimate which, in com-
mon with all English-speaking people, I place
upon his literary life-work. My copy of his
" Hypatia " is worn by frequent perusal, and the
echoes of his rare and beautiful lyrics never die
out of my memory. But since I have seen him,
the man seems greater than the author.

This is an extract from Mrs. Kingsley's reply:
" He wrote to me (while in America) in such
terms of love and appreciation of you, and twice
repeated it was ' such a like-minded talk' he had
with you. It did so refresh him. I shall always
bless and thank you, and every one who gave him
a moment's refreshing in the dusty road of life !
And I do bless, and shall ever love, the dear
American people who first appreciated his works
and then welcomed their author so lovingly. . . .
I thank you deeply once more, and hope in that
other life I may know you and meet you, with my
husband."